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appeasement 


i arrive in a ship full of pots, 

pans and muskets. 1 worry about God, weather, 
Indians, speculators back in London. 1 locate 

a place to settle and commence chopping, 
building, planting, 

praying 


the trees are chanting, 
branches twisted in obscene shapes. 


eyes stare from the bark. unholy spirits 
that block the light 


after felling thousands 

of infernal trees, i till the land. my lorries 
jam the roads, my men fill the gullies, they 
wrestle sails and pulleys, a lawless 


Bayeux Tapestry 


new world beavers turn 

into hats, pertwinkles and quahogs become 
money. a leaden London sky can mean life or 
death for little creatures living in 

shallows an ocean 


away 


sometimes it seems 

nothing i do is good enough 

for God. having a personal God requires 
hard labour and ceaseless appeasement 
if the sun is to keep 


shining 


no matter which one 

you sign up for, they all demand an empire 
of converts, big moves like carving hearts 
from living bodies, burning 


dissenters at stakes 


1 pray, i toil but also doubt 
in my Heavenly Father and His Afterlife 
my reward at the end is a berth 


in the Zuckerverse? 


eventually a cabal of deities 

stuffs me onto a cart which slews off road 
into an icy afternoon of red lights, wavy 
pavement, hours of wireless 


silence 


the remaining trees 

shuffle past the cart and then, the sea 
rushing at me, too wet, too rough, 

if i let go for a second 


i will 


you-are-here 


we sail the colossal 
in a vessel shaped like a ziggurat 
with gun-decks designed by 


a Dutchman 


insurgent cloud not quite 
hiding giant crocodiles or the girls 


chained to rocks 


oarsmen offload cargo, 
chaplains with their symbols, hymnals, 
their consecrated 


armaments 


flickering mass of birds. 
a skulltree rattles in the little market town. 
here, they told me, is my 


inheritance 


i pass rhe pre-fab temple, 
where the imported chaplains mumble their 
tediums, then the truck selling mystic 


sand to the tourists 


all day boats in-and-out, 

convict ships, a longboat making land. 
sudden uproar. Caligula’s 

jetski 


eK 


dawn whistles through 

silage before crashing into the outcrops, 
sending me back to the same dream 
i’ve been living since 


{i attived 


i inherited the manor after 

the old man died. everything about it 
is wrong. louring windows, stairs going 
nowhere, great hall made from the 
asphalt of an abandoned 


runway. 


trestle table strewn with wine cups, 
inkhorn, sandglass, a phrenology bust, 
screeds on nasturtiums and 


masturbation. 


the house is canting again, 
Napoleonic doldrums. i draw a 
You-Are-Here map on a linen napkin, 
watch it fall off the edge 

of the table 


the harbour is off-limits 
so they can wrap the dead-on-arrival 
in winding sheets, new citizens of 


the netherworld 


mourners rake the bones, 
wheel them in barrows. the chaplains 
place them in pay-per-view 


reliquaries 


sky oddly solid, 

caught between weather fronts. 
everyone is cowled and sent home 
so the wind can shriek 


in the streets 


conquest 


the yeglands 

travelling north 

of the great city of Calgary, days 

over the downs and through the forests. 
the one road crosses a cold plateau leading 
only to the NFT mines, nothing 


to see here 


even in high summer 

the long upland is uncanny. sirens 

vaping meadowsweet, the rotting men hanging 
from trees, tanned to hide by 


unbound wind 


it's been a long time 
since i’ve seen an altar to any god 


whose name i recognize 


but just when 1 think i’ve gone 

too far, caught forever between here and there, 
i finally stumble upon the mythic city 

that lies in the realm of the 

North Wind 


outpost 

Yeg City, lonely customs post, 

capital of the frontier region, government 
buildings, a few small temples 


daubed in oxblood 


sea fogs, blizzards, months 

of darkcold to freeze the marrow in your bones. 
nothing to do but count the coracles floating 

in a mist so dense it feels like fish eggs 


in your hair 


no one likes it here 
but no Alberta family is without a relative 
who hasn’t done their chilly stint 


in the ministries 


south side 

south of the Hendaye lie the Gorges, 

a network of ancient caves. iam assigned two 
rooms on top of the crumbly bluff reserved 
for translators seconded to the Yeglands 


from Calgary 


after hours of editing documents 

redacting regions of the Republic of Alberta, 
i must shimmy up rockface, hoist myself 
into my cave to evade all 


the spies 


Day of Triumph 

i squeeze past bagmen, 

oil lease auctioneers, gig economists, 
steer clear of shouty 


mummers 


Party supporters line 

the streets, best summer ever sizzling 

on the griddleplate, the Senate festooned 
in bunting, police dropping homeless 
people into the Gorges 


curfew lifted. gun stores 

open for the holiday, streets, normally dark 
after the lights were removed and melted down 
as NFTs, are ablaze with torches held high 

by the Royal Alberta Independence 

Police 


RAIP recruits mounted on 

elephants imported from Calgary. 
squadron after squadron bearing images 
of the Premier’s victory over 


the Yeglands 


parade marshals whip 
up fervour at the sight of a truck, one 
of the original convoy that rolled 


over the uplands 


and so on 

huge siege engines teeter 

on the backs of NDP slaves. the parade 
undulates like dinner making its way 
through a snake. more antivaxxers 


in festive dress 


militiamen flanking 

the clowns and jesters. then fireworks, 
the Premier’s chariot surrounded 

by litters full of lithium from 


the Jerusalem temple 


night falls and eventually 

the procession rolls nto the chill 

fog of the Yeglands, into a tomorrow 
living at the edge of 

the world 


cusp of enormous change 


before the Great Eruption 

temples, theatres, municipal buildings rang with the snorts and bellows of pagan gods. 
tribes were instructed to pay special taxes and sacrifice two lambs and a bull every 
day. they say the chieftains who governed the Yeglands may have been the first to 
explode the conventions of the biopic. after a pyrotechnic stunt went awry sheets of 
flame shot up from the river valley, a huge arrogant wind blasphemed over the 
northern quarter. creation stories proliferated, jade yoni eggs, older than those 
mentioned in Genesis, anti-wrinkle injectables borne by the wind from Africa, Egypt, 


Syria. Tik Tok lit up with reels depicting backyard fun at the Lake of Eternal Fire 


after Vesuvius 

cosmopolitans joined multiple cults with impunity, infecting the territory with their 
impurity, a moral depravity linked to false belief, smashed burgers and criminalized 
onion. the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse appeared to be running straight into 
a sub-arctic tropical cyclone. this kind of upheaval was sure to attract John of Patmos, 
known throughout the western world for his long black trench coat, wide-brim hat 
and paralyzing choke hold. there is no historical evidence that he or his followers 
reduced the appearance of wrinkles or hyper-pigmentation by draining adrenochrome 


from infant pineal glands 
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ptophets and seers 

roamed the border lands, offering their wisdom in eight-epidsode installments. a trio 
known only as The Three travelled from shrine to shrine prophesying in ecstatic 
trance, causing whipped coffee to explode across social media. entire communities 
left their homes to join the prophets at the Radiant Serum Foundation. war, 
uprisings, economic turmoil continued, old hierarchies crumbling. for the first time 
ever, martshmallow-only bags of Lucky Charms became available to everyone, no 


longer reserved as a sacrifice to the gods. 


all i remember of early days of Party rule all i can remember were their shifty eyes, 
their grievance-driven violence. they refused to worship any god but their own 
images, damning others as demons. they besieged the Yeglands, set the capital city on 
fire, imposed an orthodox freedom on the borderlands. captive nations are now 
free to adopt prescribed sexual, social and dietary practices. city workers are busy 
carving images of Party piety on huge public monuments or stamping them on coins 


just before dying of unspecified causes. 


now the Temple of Money 

crowns Yeg City. i am free to just crush earning money, face the labels and push 
myself to the max. i use Derm-Proven Retinol and my face is like the sun shining full 
force on all the tiny people below me. following instructions i received in a vision, 
i blond my hair, apply spray tan, seek advice from my shapewear. my fingers are ten 
torches of flame. my Adjustable Titanium Curling wand is a Revelation, my ticket 


into the Beauty Community that will ease my transition to Reality TV stardom 
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advice from Fortean influencers 


dress for conspiracy 
apply oscillationFoundation. 
shineblast your signature blend of 


christian theosophy 


stymied by blue-pilled shopping 


decisions? 


side parts and skinny jeans 
big-banged a billion years ago. 
pump up your trad-wife vibe, try 
an I Love Lucy dress for your next 


tea-light conspiranoia 


slimming persimmon 


serums ignite Siberia, a Yeti Sighting 
Meets Utility look. eco-python wrap 


incites moral panic 


be a rebel, accessorize for 


the Great Reset with designer crosses 


and Ouija planchettes, accentuate 


your Higgs-Boson 


martyred children 
epitomize this season’s wearable 


cool 
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holiday fun 

control expectations. 
accept a good enough 
Chaldean ritual. knock-offs 
ease the pocketbook 


Eco-Farm Meal Kits 

include on-the-go paleo meat sticks. 
set a plate of human heart tissue 
for St-Germain or any other 


Ascending Master 


prep your Tunguska Mystery 
Dinner. steep bodily fluids in 
blueberry compote 


mix quotes attributed 
to Nostradamus and the Book 
of Revelation, fresh from 


the grassy knoll 


absolve yourself from 

potential curse. ensure the shrunken- 
head place settings are returned 

to your anonymous 


donor 


quick tip — 

liposuction surgeons discard 
gallons of human fat every week. 
get in on this take-home 


trend 
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wellness 

redirect depression, 

join a convoy, monetize your crop circle 
obsession. alien abductions guarantee 


eyeballs 


confide in your Phrenologist. 
indulge in self-trepanation. hit the Crossfit 
treadmill. consume Omega 3 


Templar imagery 


question — what was 
the esoteric ritual involving high-ranking 
Nazis and Justin Trudeau 


in Antarctica 


build self-esteem. 

concoct a DIY globalist plot 
complete with Hello Kitty Illuminati. 
use furniture polish & blood libel 

to create an organic chyper 


structure! 


know that you are 

a good person. neutral tones 

soften the moment when you witness 
John F Kennedy Junior rise 


from the grave 
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heart of the New West 


innovative new ideas in tourism 


welcome 

Alberta offers unlimited ice-road collisions. you may see backhoes flick their 
shagey manes as they gallop through the foothills. the province harvests the 
world’s largest sky preserve, Greatest Sunset on Earth. spaceship runways never 
end, and no Nazcan will wear oxygen masks in public or in the privacy of their 


own homes. freedom is the Alberta way 


create family memory 

pique young minds with value-added extra-curriculars. customize printable 
schedules, drag-and-drop VAR 4 pre-readings. their porous young brains can take 
in shareholder input while wading at splash parks. go to the shooting range, empty 
assault rifles into the next generation. all welcome to stay and hobnob with the 


monster trucks of the Old West 


enjoy nature. pinbowl down a coalbed seam. tour rustic sulphur deposits from a 
helicopter, drink in the fall colours of the province’s famous tailings ponds. the 
real fun starts when costumed MLAs re-enact the Klein Era and impode a 
children’s hospital. gaze in wonder as pretendians perform traditional Blackfoot 
Nation bungee jumps and end a perfect day by building your own railway with 


imported coulees 
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effect of 
climate change 
on restaurants 


eons ago 
(before they lowered 
the boom) blowfish sushi 
followed the songlines. 
bistro spirits 
misted distant hills. 
Starbucks 
was located in the lobby 
of the Marriott Hotel. 
Alberta once 
boasted the oldest donairs 
on earth. 
maple-glazed 
scallops galloped across 
Pangaean plates. 
warm tiramisus 
drizzled over risotto cliffs. 


horseshoe crabs 


could drive on Sikkome Lake. 


mussel cars applauded. 
mochas opened 
their homes to oppressed 
espresso. 
lobster 
and octopi cooperated 
to bottle the wasabi 
until 
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imported wakame 
salad invaded, shut down 
Sunday buffet 

big-box endotoxins 
mixed with fast-food 
mono-culture 

robo-crops 
pepper-sprayed free-range 
omelettes. 

fruit flies 
justified bad science, 
26 mixes for cash 

millions died 


in caffeine mines 
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the diminished expectations tour guide 


road trip 

the road revs its engine 

like a Boeing warming up before 

whooshing you past the grand armoires, 

19" Century oil paintings aged to a warm gold patina. 
hold tight though, steel yourself against the rush 

of tractor-trailers seeding greed 


down the median 


out and about 

sunrise over the Amazon 

warehouse. The QAnon Recruiting Centre 
already busy. land hums like an old refrigerator 
trying to keep cool. microwave towers surveil 
the luminous grasses that escaped 


the developers 


town and country 

town square full of poets 

and mystagogues swaying to the bloodthirsty skirl 
of bagpipes. Golden Hour empties clatter 

down the cobblestones. when you 

pick up your latte, the men 

with lanterns will 


circle you 
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industry safari 


this is freight train and container 


terrain. snap aspirational photos of stubby 


tugboats towing steel barges. tour the finest refineries 


and catalytic cracking plants, flare gas more brazen 
than the sun, tailings ponds that display 
colours no one could have 


foreseen 


professional opportunity 

enter a multiverse of glass and steel, 

escalator people moving up and down like widgets 
on an assembly line. what if you are buried in 

an avalanche of employee handbooks? 

no wotties, we’ve never had 

a fatality. the orchestra 


never stops 


hotel deal 
Eden Lane funnels into a rustic 


cul-de-sac. although the Party rages all night, 


the houses are baked hard, windows boarded, doors 


padlocked. wind may wheel through the lobby 
but a timed stream flows down the stairs 


into the corridor 
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room 

1500 a month, a bargain. 

two nuns may scratch on your window. 

they don’t want in, they’re just directing you 

to heaven. just say yes sisters, there is only One 
Way. left foot, weight on right, right 

foot , weight on left. each 

step an arrested 

fall 
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closing in 


cliffs moving in 

from the northwest. 

i gather winter in my 

chapped hands 

much to do, 

settle matters of wage and hire 
tame, harrow, pasturize 

at least one meadow today 
but 

i find myself at a loss 

this new clime works strangely 
on my mind 

ereat still night 

of moonshine and the sea, 
mum as a churchyard, monsters 
peering up at me 

first light 

a little cloud greets me, 

news of an island, 

salt and cold, 

ican smell it now, trace 

its shape 

a new world, 

moment by moment, 

until the fog 


again 
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cedar, pine, fir. 

marsh or muskeg, no maps here 
i go so slowly the wrong 
way 

iam swinging 

from a rope, a rope 

meant to trap deer. morning 
to noon i hang. 

colours swell around me, 

the waves are smoking 

after they promised to quit 
iam hanging from 

a tree 

they find me, 

preach at me then cut the rope 
which held me in their trap 
they load me onto 

a pallet, move me from one 
dark wood 

to another, in the dark wood 
of this world 

i lost my way 

day drifts into night, 

turns around again, as always 
the sea sshssh 

crash 

7 don’t hate you 

but i may destroy you 

hiss boom 


bah 
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Il 
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capital city 


for decades this town has been 
a bad, bad shade of brown full of rollovers 


and atonal email 


Yeg City is full of mentally unsound 
willows, unskilled wicker, a place where unionized 
turkeys and feral workers block traffic 


fot hours. 


the Service Canada clock has stopped 
at 1:55 but cross the bridge and you can find caves 
full of mummified bureaucrats deep 


in the ravines 


ghosts of forests and jobs haunt 
the office towers. livid tvies are choking the city’s 
famous parking lots, apple trees hurl 


fruit bombs at cars 


the Old-Country weather speaks 
an uncanny language that starts loud and ends 


in a menacing drizzle 


Serengetti antelopes are always 
looking over their shoulders. decidous hardwoods 


stand in little concrete squares. 
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the streets bait-and-switch to the river. 
it is advisable to keep your pronouns away 


from the water 


sooner or later everyone shows up 

at the Stadium where the Yeg City Brutalists 
play non-stop football, the show never ends, 
they are contracted to play until 

they die 


place a bet on which chemical 


compound will be first past the post then 


stay on into the evening for the Mr Big sting. 


woodwinds get what’s coming 


to them 


average joes with holsters full 

of poison ivy boom like pile-drivers 

down Main Street. in this city violent drivers 
must alphabetize the polar ice caps 


they crash into 


on top of the ridge where mills 

once tolled, a Giant Author bought all 
the property where the Party once hunted 
dissidents 


most of the dissidents were hauled off 

to the body shop though a few old autocrats 
are lying at the bottom of the mysterious 
loch in the northwest. or so 


they say 


25 


once in a blue moon 

a stranger will appear in town, someone 
who came in from the fields at night, 
ot from the other side 


of the road 


no one knows anything 

about these others, everyone looks 
straight ahead, only 

ahead 


if youre lucky you may 

score a hotel room that features a view 
of the Marriott where you might glimpse 
ottomans basking in their plush 


empires 


if unlucky you may hear 
junkyard chairs howl as they try breaking 
their chains but the black-out curtains 


ate effective 


you'll never notice night enter, 
turn off the light, bend over you, slowly 


pressing the syringe 
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a good day 


one of the cameras is fixed on the loading zone where a scuffle 
has erupted between D and J after a polygraph test indicated D 
was unfaithful to J. J lunges at D who leaps from a derelict 
recliner onto a once-red area rug, both discarded near a row of 
industrial waste bins. four security guards advance past the 
abandoned pianos, chandeliers and fax machines toward D and 
J. a crowd forms, no one i recognize, these faces are still too 
new to read or interpret, much less understand. money changes 
hands. clouds trash-talk and show off their tattoos, pundits 
bullhorn each other but though it’s been dark since 4 pm, the 


shooting has only just started from across the marsh 
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today’s walk 


the bright shining on 
politicians plying their trade along the highway 
awful shuffle of an afternoon 

in prison fatigues, dragged into the yard, 
displayed before the public 

i’m trying to figure out 

what to do about the invasive 

oxygen tanks when a man and woman appear 
on the path, each carrying a briefcase 
embossed with a cross, eyes flat 
remorseless 

they hand me a billboard 

that says, 
Have You Despaired of Doctors? 
We Cure Thru The Direct 
Invocation Of Christ! 
Our Lord! 

as soon as they leave 

the strange hydrangea that never opens 
grabs a pen from my backpack, 
draws me a map, 

dotted line, solid line, arrows and an X 

placed exactly where they think 

i should be 
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Book of the New Sands 


origins 


i was born in the Yeglands 
a synergistic blend of coral and microplastics 
far from the mass-market 


world 


masterful, my ability 

to calm the oxen, i also created oil painting 
reproductions for tourists inspired by 

my memories of plants and 


animals. 


until Peak Oil hit Earth 
with the force of a nuclear bomb dooming 
me to leave my island for the great 


unknown 


Western Europe 


my role as young specialist 

was to stabilize oil forecasts. the North Sea, 
one of many monotonies encountered 

on my journey through economic 


collapse. 


at first gladdened by the sight 
of heavy steamer traffic, my mood clouded 
as i neared the EU 
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nothing but governments 

full of fatty acids and austerity programs. 
world leaders hoarded Omega 3 fish oil 
supplements and acted like this was 


normal behaviour 


Russia and the Middle East 


Lake Baikal, all oil-slick 

tranquility, but 1 was not lulled. when 
the sea is calm anyone can take 

the helm 


it takes a master to sort assets 
from equities and force loose sands into 


state-run mines 


rendezvoused with Putin. 

no such thing as Oil Shortage, he crooned. 
his calm manner soothed me. i saw he 
was the stabilizing presence 


in the region 


stalled in hot sand, 

waiting to be registered by the UN, 

i became convinced non-evident force 
was the only way to stabilize 


Iraq 


smart vehicles delivered 
radio-controlled prophecy under force 
of US arms. i saw God's hand burning 
in the sands of Saudi 

Arabia. 
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Aftica 


millions of people live below 

the International Monetary Fund, 

entire cities made of abandoned tankers. 
i had to contend with cloudy 


and calm days 


in response to the Vegetable Oil 


spill in Port Harcourt, 1 trained the children 


to kill during panic-selling 


important to calm Somalia, 

i reintroduced gold to bolster the flow 
of sand feeding the giant 

oil 


we respect their spirituality. 


offshore platforms lead to mystic realms. 


calming pipelines contain lithium 
to balm throat and heart 


chakras 


Gulf Coast 


sands melt into vanilla 

glycerin, all beauty and utility. oils 
diffuse through the water. on a calm day 
you can see twenty or more 


seeps 


after leaving the spa 

i was tossed into RealClimate.com. 
tidal action had worked the sand 
into a fury making BP 

divert 
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even a lazy hurricane palls 
everyone's weekend. oil is forced deeper 
into sediments causing quicklime 


in realtime 


photos by uhoo depict 
a world on the verge of irritable bowel 


syndrome 


according to nakedcapitalism.com 
America will retaliate with force. we need 
a massive paramilitary force to calm 

a growing number of militant 


pelicans 


world without oil 


the Tusker Battalion swung 

east. we sandbagged monsoon-drunk 
refugees. some of the Bradleys leaked oil. 
we tried to calm them but biofuels 


offer no solution 


i used the skills i honed 

on my island, diffused tensions 

with Crystals D to G. composed of silicon 
dioxide, percocets stabilize 


the aura 


intergalactic missiles hold 
a clear resonance where one may feel 
oneness with the latent powers 


of the higher world 
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out of true 


(and the Premier was strangled) 


the strange begins when my 
coffee filter misses the bin and oozes 
wet grounds across the floor, a reminder of ships 


unmoored, hulls out of true 


i sink like a poisoned Borgia 
into a boggy sofa listening to the finest minds 
of our generation slipping on bloody YouTube 


screeds 


until my phone starts in on me 
last night someone removed the doors from 
all the condos (and the Premier 


was strangled) 


Sunday, only a skeleton staff 

on duty. i gumshoe to the condos. mid- 
August, only ads still flowing, 

second, third generation 


scams 


the doorless frames turn the condos 

into a wind-haunted in-out, just as the site 
must have appeared after all the trees 
were razed to build the 


condos 
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glad 1 arrived early, the media 
have landed, peddling white lightning 
to rising tides of fear. i must 


ratiocinate 


scuttlebutt has it, boat-people 

from the harbour removed the doors. 
no local would ever rip doors off private 
property, confuse inside and outside, 


erase reality 


doesn’t matter if the door-hating 
lunatic is Situationist or Symbolist. 
the poorer quarters will forever 


smoulder 


i'm trying to work out how 
my childhood in the last century caused 
this tragedy that just keeps 


rippling 


nothing to do now 
but turn myself in (the mystery of whoevever 


strangled the Premier is above 


my pay grade) 
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other duties as required 


the city lies like a cracked iphone 
pushed off the Bell Tower roof. costumed 
memes accost random people in the 


always-now 


streets dash through trash 

left from the latest War On, neon 

steaming over the open fires of the economy 
as the homeless flow down to the mud 

at the feet of the 

banks 


ads flash each other awake. 
scythes and ploughshares idle at the lights. 
i enter the tower, edge past the giant plastic 


mushrooms in the lobby 


i settle into my 24-Hour Chair, 

begin decanting motor oil into tall blue bottles, 
i wave my hand over them, authenticate 

them as Originalist Alberta 


relics 


time to wheel the Dead Cart 
through the Stations of Cubicle-Ville, 


collecting all the syringes, chlorophyll and tin foil 


clogging the strands of fibre optic 


cable 
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eleven a.m suits take to 


the catwalk, muskets and bowie knives 


tucked into belts of uncured hides. the vicar 


draws nail clippers from his cassock, 


starts cutting 


noon murmur of computers 

and roombas. no matter the crucibles 
ot filtration i use, the coffee maker just 
brews skies of blood-orange 


Tang 


i float dreamless among 

the satellites, diligently digging for memes, 
the Socials full of Hallmark characters 
forever falling in love with 


their mirrors 


corporate logos strafe the city 

but cross at the lights. inside this great loss 
all we want is a god to hold us, 

there is nothing i can 

offer 
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from Roe to Wade 


another day. canned monkey noises, fake peacock screams and 
rogue fireworks. hard to tell what my neighbours are up to, but 
obeying the law can’t be on their list 


the day finally ends, i forget to rue it 


lights and sirens and blockades (oh my). cops milling around, 
most just pointing and walkie-talking 

it’s getting to me, the bombs, the evacuations, the sight 
of graduates picking freshly rolled diplomas from the rubble of 


their public schools 


a woman hangs herself from a tree in the cemetery after 
learning her foetus was a gun 

i decide to hang myself in my backyard. every day 1 get 
up, make my bed, do some kind of chore, this is what i’m going 
to do on Saturday 

the cemetery has issued a press release. theyre doing 
fine and are summoning the backhoes to remove all the 


murderous trees. they ask for privacy during this difficult time 


a woman’s coat lies crumpled on the floor at the diner 

we talk among ourselves, what is going on, everything 
has changed, this never used to happen here 

the server tops us up but i refuse the eggs-over-easy, i 


won't give them the satisfaction 
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police found her body on the boat. it’s too soon to tell if it was 
murder, or if she accidentally strangled herself 
all they know is the “accident” happened somewhere 


between Roe and Wade 


sky is everywhere these days but although i’ve been walking 
under it my entire life, i don’t know any more about sky than 1 
do water 

maybe there is a cloud that looks like Jesus Christ or 
Donald Trump. i never see that kind of cloud and prefer to 


avoid those who do 


the women, usually sunning themselves on a log in the pond, 
are missing. the shooting starts when 1 reach the bridge. i guess 
this has been going on a while 


i don’t know why, humans are inscrutable 


Saturday is here and so is its to-do list. i rise early to practice 
hanging myself so i do a good job later. the process isn’t as easy 
as it seems on detective shows 

the noose is heavy and rough, itchy around my neck, my 
skin is rashing up 

i rehearse so long the day ends. tomorrow’s to-do 


doesn’t involve hanging myself 
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2:10, the power browns out. when, if, it returns 1 
promise to catch up on birthday greetings 

i know 1 need to do better next time. though i mean well 
i’m always too late, my messages appear like strange grey islands 


as Atlantis sinks 
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verge 


palace, fully moated. suits of armour lounging among the 
tapestries, the Younger Pitt sitting in his glass case. this may 
seem a little Monmouthy. after all, everyone thinks i live in a 
half-timbered Christmas card where robins perch on bright 
white snow banks. in fact i was knighted Edward IV, Equerry 
to the Body of Henry VII, lost my job under Bloody Mary, did 
my best as a Cavalier in the Civil War. everyone gathers in the 
dining hall, entertaining a huge cake with just-so stories. 
Afghanistan, Burma, Kenya, a subaltern in Zululand who saved 
the life of some ruler caught in a local rumpus. they armed the 
palace eunuchs with rook rifles! deep throaty guffaws, a 
booming harrumph. the room seems mysterious, unearthly, as if 
we are all gnomes thumbing strange instruments in a cave. it 
seems i have said this aloud. a disquiet sweeps through the 
room, mute condemnation rising in a thick cloud. the fellow, 
called Ponsonbee, steps on my gouty toe, which spins the 
bananas, cherries and lemons festooning my dress tunic so 


freshly washed in all seven seas 


40 


iam 


i lower my head so my eyes seem wider, rounder, more 
appealing. 1am my smile, 1 am the delighted look on my face. 
you always told me first impressions matter. i turn, turn in the 
room until i cease to exist. world at my back, cars and shrubs 
speed by me, a distant train. i see you crawling across your 
desert and want to join you, take you in my arms but of course 1 
can’t, that region is off-limits to me. instead 1 stumble along 
until 1 trip on a gopher hole and fall into my childhood. the 
veins in my hands are blue and branch like rivers. 1 pick at the 
chains on my wrists. hallelujahs bellow on the hour, every hour. 
somewhere tulips are booming, pyramids are scheming but i am 
the brick chafing my back, the scuzzy cupboards, the pipes 
juddering through the walls, the wretching toilet, breaking 
dishes, violent piano. a door slams, the drunken car drives away. 
pause. the car returns. pinkish light streams across the ceiling, 
sunset or sunrise, who knows, i plug my ears to muffle the 
noise. 1 am the cold, the lump in the pit of my stomach, the 
scary thing i can’t let in, iam you. sorry, you say to me. sorry 
sorry sorry. light playing high-stakes poker in the lobby where 
laundered water rolls down the walls and pills burble from the 
fountain. you cry, i cry, i reach for you, try to take your hand 
but you have returned to your desert, you are now selling arms 
in Yemen. some drive-by clouds snigger at me. 1 pick up my 
backpack and carry on though I don’t know where i’ve 
emerged. an Uber drops me off at the weeping birch who may 
remember, perhaps we once knew each other, perhaps you once 
loved me, perhaps it was wonderful. any time, day or night, i 
may wander, i may think of you, i may feel things, i may or may 


not be crying, 1 am the river disappearing around the bend 
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Hil 
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almost 


the day ’m walking into 
looks no different from any 
other day 

workers must be present 
at the scythe factory day 
and night 

the future isn’t lowering 
its price any time soon 
the bus stops at 

the loading zone where 
they ship the coffins 

i coffee up 

cool and shadowy lobby, 
fresh snowfall coating 
the elevator doors 

the usual morning groans 
and shrieks 

the grandfather clock 
strikes an hour, 

i can’t find my key-card 
im afraid, 

but here it is 

the door slides opens 
into blue-green wheat 
knee-high 

when the wind 

sweeps actoss 

it almost looks like 


water 
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tricky terrain 


not cold 

merely sodden under 
muddy cloud. 

room furnished in 
secret deeds, whiff 
of Covid. 

today’s visitors arrive 
with torches and tour 
guides. 

i watch them make 
the perilous trek 

up the track to my 
door, only to turn 
around and hike 
back down the 
mountain to where 
they came from 

1 pop the microwave 
door open, reach for 
a bowl, on the brink 
of a decision no one 
should ever have 

to make. 

whispers, rustles. 

i reach out, 

jump, 

not a snake, only 

a root, a giant root 
left by the tree who 


once lived here 
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the thin place 


crossroads at Grope 

and Dogpole, reek of cheap sealants. 
motorcycles sizzle down raised voices, people 
with schemes trying to persuade other 


people with schemes 


gangs of Gold Star realtors, 

life coaches, Insta-therapists hunt each other 
across flyover zones down into exurban 
bracken. exit, pursued by 

shills 


sky trapped in iron-maiden 

theology. the stain on the levee records 

the high-water event when everyone bought 
the rhetoric without knowing 


how to use it 


some farm lights still 

warm the Bitcoin hidden in thinly 
bedded limestone. the old men honking 
in the pond are over twenty years 


younger than me 
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Als fill the Socials 

with chlorophyll. green children 

glimmer into my timeline, their reels shatter 
my shrubbery. i don’t know who, what 

they are, they grow so 


quickly 


a circuit breaker trips, 1 wade 

to the half-coast, uneasy strata, loose shales 
of unspoken fear, despair fuelling 

today’s light-and-magic 


show 
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waiting for the right wind 


the first thing that strikes me is the gloom. 
i don’t know if there’s been a power cut or if the city 
wasn’t wired for electricity or if gloom 


is an aesthetic choice 


i keep a set of fuzzy dice and 
a roll of cellophane in my jacket in case i’m trapped 
under a falling overpass. these items are no 


help to me 


a huge brown battle painting 
idles in my path, honking, shrieking, filling the air 
with black flue gas 


today’s sunrise chastised me, 
ordered me to smile as instructed, apply 
Renaissance chiarascuro to achieve a classical 


martyred look 


city council remains stymied by 
Nimbys who fear the upsurge in municipal 
desapir will depress their property 


values 


snow is numbing my feet, 
police hunt curfew-truants with stun guns, 
three-car crash turns deadly. cached, 


similar pages 
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i stop at the toll booth 
at the entrance to Colonial Hall, demand to know 


who’s in charge of the future 


the hall is replete with ivories 
and spices brought to the Yeglands 
in galleons. also glazed hams, kegs full of rare 


memories of my childhood 


as i wait on the parapet 

for the right wind, the lawyer keeps 

telling me i don’t know what i’m doing, but my 
followers applaud and 


bravo 
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wronghanded 


and gods are everywhere 

these days, dripping from the eaves, 
filling the lifeboats, gods first and 
always some god pissing 


in the pool 


gods hover over 
the choleric alley where trees 
once roamed but wail apocalypsos 


from their attics 


my side-hustle, 

stealing people’s lawn gods to pawn 
but i’m always caught, i can’t stop 
crossing myself wrong- 

handed 


hooded gods are dumping 

history into the Crimean Sea, snapping 
the tethers of memory. 1 lay traps 

they only bare their teeth and 

shake their rattles 


at me 
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border hours 


1 

this week’s compass breaks and i walk around the lake not 
knowing if i’m turning or returning. wet leaves stick to the soles 
of my shoes. summer’s almost over, says the man wearing a 
snorkelling mask, the only person i see during my three days on 
the trail. i can’t remember ever seeing a summer in this part of 
the world. the lake has been here since the last Ice Age. the 
women have been at the bottom of the lake since i was born. i 
have never lived in a world where women were not at the 


bottom of a lake 


2 

my phone conjures a map of the city, directs me to the 
sandstone fortress at the beginning of the trade routes leading 
through the desert to the south. a friendly AI pops up, 
suggesting i visit the watchtower that stands in a park full of 
broken escalators. i cross Churchill Square wondering who had 
to cut and polish the granite. homeless people take refuge in air 
raid shelters and abandoned offices left after the Conquest. 
children march around city hall singing the Party song, the smell 


of feral money steaming from the sewer grates 
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3 

just before dawn, a new day waiting in the wings. the trail leads 
down a corridor that leads to a staircase. i follow the fox hunt 
to the landing and flatten myself against a wall just before the 
horses and hounds thunder by. doors blow off their hinges, 
windows shatter, guests fall from hotel balconies. the audience, 
thirsting for sacrifice, bellows. storms are brewing. 1 tether 
myself to the floor. border hour, anyone can believe anything, 
opposites turn into their opposites, futures live among us but 


refuse to show themselves 


4 

sometimes they talk about the women at the bottom of the lake. 
they didn’t follow boating safety precautions, they committed 
suicide, they ran off with boyfriends, they had bad karma, 
maybe some disappearances just stay disappeared, maybe the 
women were always there, maybe they grew up on the bottom 
of the lake 
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effluvia 


slow and grey 

tomorrows flooding cellars, 
riddling worlds both real 
and false 

water slips through the walls, 
the terrible river Alph, 

of course stealing 


my stuff 


i rise at first light, 

place last night’s debris 

in my valise 

tidy the driftwood 

and kelp scepters and climb 


out the window 


tiny-town struggles 

into StreetView. i know all 
the shadows who live 

at the docks 

and will never tell a soul 


who they are 
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inclement 


hot, even hotter 
tomorrow, hate moving in 
with the drought, filling the spaces 


inside us 


drunken sun hurling 
shadows from behind clods 
of turned cloud. bodies raised from 


Covid peat 


all the women 
in cages sewing sandwiches on 
the collars of frock coats, the brims 


of top hats 


time too slow 
too fast in this new world 
of cockerels, giant fighting snails, 


sea chimaera 


nooses and tumbtels, 
arrows up the ass and Donald Trump 
staring at the sun just before 


it explodes 


hedges sharpen their thorns 
wind screams, rolls the bones, you 
know exactly what they 


want 
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the hills 


a long ago 
and far side of the hills 
where the world fell 


upside-down 


evening coming in 
from the east. grasses 


erasing the trail 


i sip canned run-off, 
the Skull & Bones Club 
drained all the 

lakes 


after banning 
women they elect chaste 
maidens dressed in 


peasant dirndl 


cuckoo clocks, 
baroque crosses and dark 
money lumber down 


the streets 


my bed sets sail as they 
load my neighbours onto 


wheelbarrows 
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did a river ever flow 

at the foot of these hills 
did the shining people 
ever dance 

here 


comes looking 


hs) 


casting off 


i stop in front of a clock tower with no clock, only a blank disc. 


every hour someone climbs to the belfry and paints the correct 
time 

night comes in, full of purple prose and soaring crescendos, 
and it seems they’ve spotted me loitering outside the song-and- 
supper rooms along Commercial Boulevard 

i start running. a cabal of trolls hurl trumpets at me as gas- 
lighters flicker into darkness 

an ancient lane leads to the ferryman who is not interested 

in taking my money. instead he removes the thin grey photo 
from my passport and pockets it. 


that’s okay, i won’t be needing that face again 
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unconsecrated landing 
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